MODERN TRAVEL

tado," and his fingers flying across the cords as
the old Moorish melody jarred and jingled out.
She stands a moment motionless, her eyes dis-
tending slowly and focusing the attention of the
audience on her, and then a sort of shiver seems
to run over her, the feet begin to gently scrape
along the floor, her naked arms move slowly, with
her fingers curiously bent and meant perhaps to
indicate by their position the symbols of the oldest
of religions, and, as the gipsies say, she draws the
hearts of every onlooker into her net. She twists
her hips till they seem ready to disjoint, wriggles
in a snake-like fashion, drags her skirt upon the
stage, draws herself up to her full height, bends
double, thrusts all her body forward, her hands
move faster, and the short sleeves slip back,
exhibiting black tufts of hair under her arms,
glued to her skin with sweat. Then she slides
forwards, backwards, looks at the audience with
defiance, takes a man's hat from off the stage,
places it on her head, puts both her arms akimbo,
sways to and fro, but still keeps writhing as if her
veins were full of quicksilver. Little by little the
frenzy dies away, her eyes grow dimmer, and the
movements of the body slower, and with a final
stamp, and a hoarse guttural cry, she stands a
moment quiet, as it is called " dormida," that is,
asleep, looking a very statue of impudicity. The
audience remained a moment spellbound, with
open mouths like Satyrs, and in the box where
sat the foreign ladies, one has turned pale and
rests her head upon the other's shoulder, who
holds her round the waist. Then with a mighty
shout the applause breaks forth, hats rain upon
the stage, " vivas " and " vayas " rend the air,
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